7 he Tragedy of Hamlet 

Ger O what a rarti and bloody deede is this. 

Warn A bloody deede, almoft as bad good mother 
As kill a King, and marry with his brother. 

Ger As kill a King. 

Warn. I Lady, it was my word. 

Thou wretched ,rafh, intruding foolc farewell 
I tooke thee for thy better, take thy fortune, 

Thou find ft to bee too bufic is Tome danger. 

Lcaue wringing of your hands , peace fit you downe, 

And let me wring your heart, for fo I (hall 
Ir it be made'of penetrable ftufte, 

If damned cuftome haue nor brafd it lo, 

That it be proofc and bulwark againft fence. 

ger . What haue I done, that thou dar ft wagge thy tongue 
In noyfe fo rude againft me ? 

Ham. Such an aft 

That blurres the grace and bluftiof modefly, 

Calls vertue hipoent, takes oftheRofc 
From the fairc forhead of an innocent loue. 

And fets ablirtcr there, makes manage vowes 
As falfe as dicers oathes. Oh fuch a dec d! 

As from the body of contraftion pluckes 
The very fouletand fweet religion makes 
A rapfody of words ; heauens face d ooes glow 
Ore this folidiry and compound maffc 
With'heated vifage,as againft the doome 
Is thought-fick at the aft . 

Qttee, Ay me what aft ? " 

Him, Tnat roares fo low'de and thunders in the Index, 
Looke here vpon this Pifturc, and on this, 

The counteifeit prefentment of two brothers, 

See what a grace was featedon his browe, 

Hiferions curies, the front ofloue him-felfe. 

An eye like Mars % to threten and command, 

Aftation like the herald Mercury > 

New lighted on a hcaue,a kisfing hill, 

A combination and forme indeedc. 

Where cucry God didfeeme to fet his feale 
To giuc the vvorld afiurance of a man. 


Vrince cf Denmark?* 

This was your husband, looke you now what follcwes, 
Heere is your husband like a mildewed care, 

Blafting his wholefome brother :hauc you eyes? 

Could you on this faire mountainc leaue to feede. 

And barton on thisMoore ; ha, haue you eyes ? 

You cannot call it loue, for at your age 
The heyday in the blood is tame, it’s humble, 

And waites vpon the iudgement, and what judgement 
Would ftep from this to this ? fence fure you haue 
H!s could you not haue motion, but fure that fence 
Is appoplext, for madnefTe would not erre 
Nor fcnc to extacie was neerc fo thrald 
Butitreferu’dfomc quantity ofchoyce 
Toferueinfuch a difference. What diueJl waft 
Thatthus hath cofond you at hodmanJblind ? 

Eyes without feeling, feeling without fight, 

Earcs without hands, or eyes, fmelling fancc all. 

Or but a fickly part of one true fence 

Could not fo mope. Oh fhamc! where is thy blufti ? 

Rebellious hell, 

If thou canft mutine in a Matrons bones. 

To flaming youth, letvertuebeasw ax 

And melt in her owne fire, proclaime nofhame 

When the compulfiueardure giues the charge, 

Since froft it felfc as aftiuely doth buine. 

And reafon pardons will. 

ger. O Hamlet fpeake no more. 

Thou turn’ft my very eyes into my foulc. 

And there I fee fuch black and grecued fpots 
As will leaue there their tin’ft. 

Ham, Naybuttoliue 
In thcrancke fw eat of an inceftuous bed 
Shewed incorril^rion, honyingand making loue 
Oucrthenafty ftic. 

Ger. O fpeake to mee no more, 

Thefe words like daggers enter in my cares. 

No more fweet Hamlet , 

Amurthcrer and a rillaine, 

A flauc that is not twentith pan the kyth 
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